she writes in one of the most personal pieces, "Breeder's Digest,"
that "I live in terror of revealing our secrets but cannot stop myself from writing, nor from sitting and staring as the toner on the page stares back at me, dead, the marker of some unknown grave." One creeping doubt I had in the course of reading the book was whether Fleisher is at all being coy. Are the puns, the asides, the language games, the difficult constructions, the use of third-person "she" in talking about the narrator?are they in part a smoke screen to avoid the uncomfortable feelings described, or the uncomfortable position of sharing those feelings with the reader? Does her "terror of reveal ing our secrets" make her more opaque than she needs to be?
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